"STRONGER  THAN DEATH"               79
streets of darkness, reached the outskirts of the
town and took the road that leads towards the
Taj, I was far more enchanted by the charm of an
agreeable drive in the soft Indian night than by the
prospect of a moonlit glimpse of the belauded
mausoleum.
We crossed a stretch of plain, a vast expanse of
silvery light, the jackals' happy hunting-ground.
Invisible, they made their presence known by
volleys of shrill yells. Darkness had brought a
breath of coolness to the air. Our vehicle was not
the same one we had taken to visit the Fort, but it
was as decrepit, no less odd and antiquated. It
had a family resemblance with the pre-war Paris
" growler," and I half expected to see an old top-
hatted cabby in a long brown frock-coat seated on
the box in front. But instead of that once familiar
silhouette I saw a curious pair of seated figures: the
fezzed driver and my turbaned bearer, whose pen-
dent shirt-tail flapped in the breeze like an absurd
white pennon. The hoof-beats of our trotting
steeds rang brisk and clear across the stillness of
the countryside.
Then suddenly we were plunged in cavernous
darkness. We had entered an avenue of lofty trees
that abruptly ended in a sort of glade, an open
space ringed round by shadows, an oasis of solitude
and silence.
We alighted in front of a massive portal where
two other carriages were waiting. High in the
vaulted darkness a little lamp was burning, bathing
the under-surface of the arch with a dim yellow
radiance. Vast, magnificent, the great porch
loomed about us and above, opening on to a
massive bay that framed in the warm glow of its
redstone buttresses a pale, imponderable mass of